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The Tragedie of Qthlb 


Oth. I am not valiant neitfcer,; 
But cuery Punic whipftcr gets my Sword* 
iiut why ftipuld Honor oui-liue Honcfty '? 
LetitgoalK 

t/&miU What did thy Song boad Lady? 
Hearke,cantt thou hcaic me ? 1 will play the Smn., 
And dye in Muficke : mUmgh, ffiltiugh) mllough. 
Moore, fhe was chaftc ; She lou'd thee,cruell Moorc> 
So come my Soule co blifte,as I fpcake true : 
So fpeakingas I thinke, alas,! dye. 

Oth* I haue another weapon in this Chamber, 
It was a Sword of Spain e, the Ice brook t% temper : 
Oh hcere it is : Vnkle I muft come forth- 

Cra* If thou attempt it> it will coft thee dcere * . 
Thou haft no weapon, and perforce muft fufter, 

Oth. Looke in vpon me then, and fpeakc withnic, v 
Or naked as I am i will afTault dice. 
gra. What is the matter? 
Othd* Behold, I haue a weapon ; 
Abetter neuer did it felfe fuftaine 
Vpon a Soldier Thigh. I haue ftene the day, 
That with this little Armc, and this good Sword, 
I haue made my way through more impediment!; 
Then twenty times your flop* But (oh vaine boaft) 
Who can control] his Fate ? Tis net fo now. 
Be not affraid, though you do fee meweapon'd : 
Hecre n my iomnies end, hcercis my butt 
And verle Sca-matke of my vtmoft Sailc. 
Do you go backe difmaid? Tis a loft fearc; 
Man but a Ruflb again ft OtheHo\ breft, 
And he retires. Where {hould Otheh go ? . 
Now: how doft thou looke now? Oh ili-StarrM WCU% 
Pale as ihy Smock e ; when we {hall meete at compt, 
Thit looke of thine will hurle my Soule from Heauen, 
And Fiends will (hatch at it. CoJd.cold.myGirle? 
Eucnlikethy Chaftity- O cuffed, cutftd Slaue ! 
WhipmeyeDiuels, 

From the poffeffioii of this Hcauenly fight ; 
Blow me about in windes, rqaft me in Sulphure, 
Wafti me in ftcepe-downc gulfes of Liquid fire* 
Oh Defdemm I dead Defdeman : dead. Oh s oh ] 

Enter Lvdomco, Caffla^ M&nt&m* and Ugo y 
with Officers. 

tod* Where is thisrafii^ndmoftvnfortunatc man? 

Oth. That s he that vvat Othello : hcere I am. 

Led* Where is that Viper? 
Bring the Villainc forth* 

Oth A look down towards his feet ; but that's a Fable, 
If that thou bee* ft a Dmel],T cannot kill thee. 

Lod. Wrench his Sword from him< 

Iwo* IbleedSir,butnotkiird- 

OtheL 1 forry neither, Jl'dhaue checliucs 

For in my fenfe/tis happineffe to die, 

L c d. Oh thou Othello t that was once fo good, 
Falnein thepra&ife of a curled Slaue, 
What fhallbc faidc to thee. 

Oth. Why any thing ; 
An honourable Murderer ,if you will ; 
For nought I did in hate, but all in Honour* 

Led, This wretch hath part confeft his Vilify : 
Did you and he confent in Caffio's death- 

Oth. h ; . 

Csfz Deere Generally neuer gauc you cauic. 

Oth. 1 do belccueitj and I aske your pardon: 
Will y 011 ) 1 prayj demand that demy-Diucll. 
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Why Be hath thus enfnar'd roy$ouJeand Bod7 

lag.D emand me nothing; what y k^wii I 
From this time forth, I neper will fpcafcc wora n<Hv = 

Lad. What? not to pray? 

Torments will ope your lips, 

Oth\ Well, thou doftbeft. 

Led, Sir, 

You (hall ynderftand what hath befalnc, 
(Which,as I thinke, you know not) heerejis a Let 
Found in the pocket of the flaine Rodcng^ Cc 
And hecre another, the one of them import* 
The death of C*$i^ to be ysadcrtookc 
By RadorifQ* 

Oth. OVillaine! 

C*jfw* Moft Heathenifh t and moft grofie. 

Lod. NoWjheere'sanoiherdifcontemecipap^ 
Found in his pocket too : and thisit feemes 
l\?dorigo meant t*hauc fent this damned villained 
But that (belike) lag& m the interim , 
Came in, and fatisffdhim* 

OtL Oh thouperniiious Caitiffe ; 
How came you (Cajfto) by thatHandkeichiefc 
That was my wiucs ? 

Caffia* I found it in my Chamber : 
And he himfclfe confeft it but euen now^ 
That tliere he dmpt it for a fpeciallpurpof^ 
Which wrought to his defire* 

OtheL OFoolejfoole/oole! 

C/tJfio* There u hefides * in R&d&rig&s Letter, 
How he vpbraide* Iago > that he made him 
Brauemc vpon the Watch : whereon k came 
That I wasxaft : and eucrt but now he fpake 
( At^ccr long feeding dead) Ugo hurt him, 
fagejci nim on, ' i 

LqL You muft for fake this rcome 3 and gowirhyj: 
You: powcr^andyour Command is- taken off, 
And Cajjh rules in Cyprus For this Slaue, 
If there be any cunning Crueltie, 
That can torment hhn much 7 and hold him long, 
It Chill be his. You fhall clofe Prifoncr reft, 
Till that the Nature of your fault be kn.owne 
To the Venetian State- Cornering away f 

Oth, Soft you ; a word op two be fore you goc : 
I hade done the State fo^e fcruiee, and thcyknow'ci 
No more of char. 1 pray you in your Letters, 
When you fhall thefe vnUidrie deeds relate, 
Speake of me.as I am* Nothing extenuate, 
Nor fee downe ought in malice.. 
Then muft you fpeake,. 
Of one chat lou'd not wifely, but too well: 
Of one, not eafily lealious, but being wrought. 
Perplexed in the txtreame i.Of one, whofe hand 
(Like chebafe ludean) threw a Pearleaway 
Richer then all his Tribe: Of one.whofefubdu'dEyes, 
Albeit vn-v fed to the melting moodc, 
Drops scares as raft as the Arabian Tree* 
ThtirMedicinablegumme* Set you do wne this: 
And fay bdides, that in Akpfo onccj 
Where a malignant, and a Turbond-Turke 
Beate a Venetian, and traduced the State, 
I tooke by th'throat the circumcifed Doggc, 
And frnoate him f thus, 

hod. Oh bloody period, 

Gta. All that is fpoke,is marr*d, 

Oth, I kift thee, ere I kUM thee: No way but tH 
I Killing my felfe, to dye vpoaa kiffc* ^ 


the <s5h£om of Venice* 


Ctf/TTbis did I feare, but thought he had no weapon : 
For he was great of heart. 

led. OhSpartonDogge? 
j^ore fell then Anguifb, Hunger, or the Sea £ 
look? on thfjTngkke Loading of this bed : 
Thi'sis-thy \*ofkeV 
The Obicftpoyfons Sight, , 


Let it be hid. Gr^fr^keepe the houfe, 

And feize Vpon the Fortune's of the Moore, 

For they fucceede on you. To you>Lord Gouernotjp 

Rcmaincs th eCenfure pf this hcihflh villaine : 

The Time, the Place,chc Torture,oh mforceu : 

My felfe will ftraighi aboord,and to the State, 

This heauie Act, with heauie heart relate, Ex&nu 


FINIS. 


The Names of the Aclors. 


C 



ThcliOj the M**r*: 
BrabantiO/ Father H Vefdemom. 

lago. a VilUine* 

Rodorigo 3 tgnttd Gentleman. 

Duke effTenm* 


Senators, 

Montano^ Gonermur of Cyprm, 

Gentlemen (fGjftus. 

Lodouico^#^Gratiano, two Nohle Venetians* 

Saylors* 

Clowne* 

DclHcmona, Wife to Otheifo* 
Emilia, wife to lago* 

Bianca^ & CurtezM* __ 


